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Containing a collection of adventures in realms of 


mystery and magick, this book will transport the 


reader to another world. 


The 


recounted as translated from 


following tales are 
the Zifler script in the original 


manuscripts. Every attempt 
has been made to preserve the 
meanings of the original text, 
but there will be variance 
from the original document. 
This is 


translations, but the editors 


unavoidable in 


do apologize. Footnotes have 
been added to help clarify the 


translation. 


The following document is a 
work of fiction and should be 
treated as such. [The document 
was not found in eastern Turkey 
written in ink on vellum dated 
back to the 13th century. And it 
was not translated from = an 
ancient and arcane language. 

The existence of this document 
has 
censored or its existence hidden, 
the 


repercussions publishing it now. 


not previously — been 


and publisher risks no 


Everything is fine. 


A tale based very loosely upon a true story... 
and embellished heavily to make it worth reading 
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In which our hero finds himself lost in the Outer 
Ring and forced to contend with the massive 
automaton known as the Sentinel. And in which 
we discuss the Festival of the Mystery, The 


Shadowlands, The Bonelands, and the denizen 


00 


known as the Sentinel. 








My name is Freeman Harbinger, and | am 
a psychonaut. This means that | explore 
the depths of my own psyche, and the 
depths of the collective unconscious. 
psychonauts call this place the 
Shadowlands. Intentional descent 
requires a great expenditure of focus and 
will. When | wished to descend into the 
depths, | would have to meditate and 
focus. | would craft and send an avatar of 
my mind into depths. But recently I've 
begun descending by accident, often 
while dreaming. And this is dangerous. 
The depths are not Safe for visitors. Your 
body may be safe in the Bonelands of the 
real world, but your mind is vulnerable. 


| was asleep. And | knew that | was asleep. 
But knowing didn't help me. | stood in a 
cave of opalescent stone. The walls 
Shimmered in the light of the bare 
candles that sat, scattered on surfaces 
about the cave. | was in the Painted 
Labyrinth. This was an incursion, and | 
had not begun the incursion consciously. | 
had descended into the depths of the 
Shadowlands while | slept. 


And now | was in trouble. 


It did not look like a real thing. It had the 
hide of a crocodile. The hide lay stretched 
across the skinned body of a lion and 
Stitched into place. Pins and stitches and 
large metal staples protruded where the 
seems of the hide met. Blood and clear 


liquids bubbled from between the seems 
when the thing moved. Where lions have 
a tail, the thing had a huge long eyeless 
serpent. The serpent's gaping maw 
opened to show teeth like jagged 
scavenged glass. Where lions have a 
head, the thing had a brass mask in the 
Shape of a human face. Aseem ran down 
the middle. 


As | watched, the seem split open. Each 
half swung away to reveal the skull of an 
adult human with the face of a human 
infant pinned across the front. From the 
open mouth and vacant eye sockets three 
serpents emerged from within the skull. 
They barred their glass shard teeth and 
hissed a serpentine choir. 


| Knew it from my studies. This was a 
bakumera*®. The bakumera hunted 
artifacts and reliquaries. And | had 
absorbed one earlier. It wanted the 
artifact, and that meant me at the 
moment. | scrambled backwards. Thinking 
about my options. | had attuned to an 
intelligent blade known as Bloody Grin. 
But using that meant losing control of my 
body to the blade, and there was no 
guarantee I'd get control back once | lost 
it. | Knew a few incantations, but nothing 
useful in combat or enclosed spaces. And 
| had absorbed the Cayce Lens. The Cayce 
lens was an artifact that stores things in 
the Infinite Library. Skilled users could 
also use it to travel anywhere. The Cayce 


* The bakumera is not native to any realm, but roams freely. 





Lens was my best chance. But since it had 
bonded to me, using it had become 
difficult and the results inconsistent. 


The bakumera lunged, serpent mouths 
Striking out. | flung myself back and tried 
to call upon the power of the Cayce Lens 
by visualizing my home in the waking 
world. | hit the ground, and the blow 
knocked the wind from my lungs. | 
couldn't focus on the image of my room, 
and shuffled back on my elbows and 
heels. Fangs bit into my face and 
Shoulder. The bakumera had me, and the 
Serpents began to drag me back towards 
the beast's body. | flailed and struck at the 
beast. 


“Wake up! Wake up! Wake up!” 


| lurched upright in my bed, arms out in 
Self defense. 


| looked around. 


“Well crap.” | muttered. 


K*K* 


When | choose to enter the Shadowlands, 
| do so with my mind protected. The way | 
had dreamed my way into the 
Shadowlands left me with no such 
protection. Dropping into the depths 
without setting up an incursion meant 
had been swimming in a shark tank. And 
that | had been swimming naked and 


bleeding. 
"this is not good." 


| found myself muttering as | walked to my 
kitchen. | turn my kettle on and emptied 
two packets of cup of soup into a novelty 
Cthulhu mug. | dry swallowed a caffeine 
pill and a taurine pill* while | waited for 
the water to boil. Then | poured the water 
into the mug and considered my plight 
while | waited for the soup to steep. | 
watched carrot chunks the size of pencil 
erasers hydrate in the water. What could | 
do? 


"No idea." 


If this was insurance, | would know. | knew 
my day job back to front. But in my night 
job, | was an amateur. But hated my day 
job. No. That wasn't true. | didn't hate my 
job. Or rather, | didn't hate my vocation. 
Insurance as a Subject was challenging 
enough. | hated the grind of a day job in 
general. | hated the pointlessness of my 
industry. In a culture that took care of 
people, insurance would be unnecessary. 
But our culture didn't take care of people. 
Put your nose to the grindstone or starve. 
And | had wanted out. | still wanted out. 
And wanting out had got me in this mess. 


| needed a mentor. And | had a mentor. 
So it was time to call my mentor. | pushed 
my table out of the kitchen and placed 


* Harbinger has been observed to have a strong dependency upon caffeine, although this is the first time 


he has mentioned it to the reader in this collection. 
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the chairs upside down on the table. | 
retrieved a green dry erase marker from 
my office. Dropping to my knees, | drew a 
circle within Square on the linoleum floor 
of my kitchen. | then drew the runic 
symbols of the Living Four, one at each 
point on the square. | performed a ludic 
banishing ritual* and then entered the 
circle and sat cross legged. | intoned the 
Summoning incantation for the Sleeper. 
That done, | directed my gnosis to the 
concept of my mentor. 


| do not know how much time passed. But 
eventually, | heard a voice behind me. 


"This is a rare occurrence. But not a 
Surprising one. | assume | have been 
proven correct regarding your continued 
connection to the Cayce lens?" 


| stood up and turned to face the Sleeper. 
They were wearing the body an elderly 
black woman with grey hair in tight 
cornrows, and milky white left eye. 


"Yeah. I'm in trouble." 


"You are a psychonaut. That is where you 
belong. What has occurred in my 
absence?" 


"| went swimming in the Painted 
Labyrinth* while | was dreaming and 
almost got eaten by a bakumera." 


"You are not skilled enough to navigate 
the Painted Labyrinth unsupervised," The 
Sleeper said. 


"| know! You've got to delink the Lens 
from me. Otherwise I'm going to get my 
brain eaten by a shale scorpion or a 
burrower the next time | cannonball down 
into the painted labyrinth after bed time." 


"The Cayce Lens cannot be delinked from 
you while it has no other form. The Lens 
must be reforged. | have anticipated this. 
Go to the Outer Ring. | have contacted the 
Toolmaker. They will assist you." 


"What? No! You definitely have the power 
to do this yourself." 


"Of course. But that this is an important 
lesson." 


"Then maybe he doesn't want to continue 
with my lessons!" 


"You don't have a choice. The attuned 
Lens will almost certainly draw you into 
the Ring, now that you know that is where 
your solution lies." 


| shook my head and turned away. 


“| have already arranged for short term 
disability leave from your place of service.” 


“My job? How did you do that?" 


* The Painted Labyrinth is the Greater Realm of the Depths representing the age of myth and human 


prehistory. 


“By posing as your psychiatrist.” 


"So my job thinks | have a psychiatrist 
now?" 


“You do have a psychiatrist.” 
“But | haven't told that to the people wh 


pay me or give me my performance 
reviews!” 


O 


The Sleeper ignored my comment, “Go 
home and prepare for the Ring.” 


| stormed out with no intention of going 
anywhere near the Ring. Instead, | bought 
an excessive amount of energy drinks, 
something called Insanity in a Can. And 
went home to try to stay awake and do 
my own research on my predicament. | 
owned a copy of the Ars Holistica 
Fragments. If any book would have 
answers, that was the one. 


| don't know how long | had worked when 
it happened. | was five energy drinks deep 
and the sky was dark. Fatigue and caffeine 
intake were getting the better of me. | felt 
a hand on my shoulder, and looked to see 
nobody there. 


“Do you have the lens?” A voice asked. 
| soun, but the room was empty. 


Something was wrong. | looked up and 
Saw Stars flickering through the ceiling. | 


was hallucinating. The void opened up 
above me. Wind whipped around me and 
sounds of the Outer Ring began to echo 
on all sides. My room was gone. And, as 
the Sleeper had said, | was once again 
Standing in the Threshold of the Ring. 


“Crap.” 


A bald man in a blacksmith's apron stood 
in front of me, "Do you have the Lens?" 


| reached into my pocket and pulled out 
the twisted metal frame of the lens. | 
handed it to the man. 


"This is the frame only," he paused, "| am 
the Toolmaker*." 


| smiled, "| had guessed." 


"|am here on the request of your teacher. 
As it is the Waxing Equinox, it is an 
auspicious time to forge an artifact. But 
we will need a lens with which to work. 
The Sentinel has such a lens. It dwells at 
the opposite end of the Outer Ring, in the 
Chessboard Room." 


| blinked. | knew what he was talking 
about. And | didn't like it. The Sentinel was 
the guardian of the Chessboard Hall, a 
massive construct of steel and stone that 
destroyed everything that tried to enter 
the Hall. | had faced it before. All 
psychonauts had to get past the Sentinel 


* The Toolmaker is exactly what their name suggests. When King Arthur needs Excalibur, when James 
Bond needs an exploding pen, they turn to the Toolmaker. 
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and reach the Chessboard Hall in order to 
earn access to the Greater Realms. But 
dodging past the monster was a very 
different proposition than facing it down 
and extracting its bloody eye. 


"| Know where the Sentinel is. You're 
sending me to die. You know that right?" 


"The Sleeper says you are resourceful. | 
trust you to find a way." 


"Everybody is so convinced I'm the 
protagonist," | muttered. 


"Then perhaps you should act as if you 
are." 


kK*K* 


"Perhaps | should act as if | am!" | once 
again found myself muttering as | walked 
towards the Lotus Maze. "Well okay, what 
would a protagonist do? Wait, if I'm the 
protagonist, what kind of protagonist am 
!? I'm not the competent kind surely." 


| paused, and a disgusted look passed 
across my face, "Oh gods. I'm Rincewind*. 
I'm the coward who always finds himself 
in danger and survives because more 
powerful beings find my struggles 
amusing." 


| shook my head, "Well, if I'm the loveable 
coward and the cosmic plaything, then I'm 


not defeating the Sentinel myself. As if 
there were any question about that. So | 
need a distraction." 


"My best bet is the Black and White then. 
There are always cadres of Knights in the 
Ring. So do | hope for the Knights of Unity 
or Purity? Unity. Nobody survives being 
purified, but you might survive 
unification." 


And so | slipped into the Lotus Maze and 
moved cautiously through the garden. 
Even during seasons of low activity, the 
maze was a dangerous place. Water 
bears, and Void Gnomon, and 
glasshoppers, all made the maze their 
home. And two of the three thought 
psychonauts tasted fine with ketchup. The 
story seemed to want me to proceed with 
my involved suicide plan however, as no 
predators emerged. And | quickly found a 
team of six Black and White. | couldn't tell 
from my hiding spot to which order of 
knights they belonged. 


"Not that it matters." | whispered. 


| paused, and readied myself emotionally 
for the stupid thing | was about to do. 
Why did it take so much courage to be a 
coward. 


| stood up from behind the fallen pillar 
and waved at the Black and White, "Hello 
guys. I'm a psychonaut and wizard with an 


* Rincewind is one of the many protagonists of the late Sir Terry Pratchett's Discworld series. 


imperial bounty on my head. I'm going to 
go storm the Chessboard Hall. Want to try 
and catch me?" 


The knights stared at me. | turned and 
broke into a sprint. 


“Here we go." 
"Halt! In the name of the King!" 


"It seems I've heard that song before," | 
whispered. 


| didn't look back, but could hear the 
sounds of men scrambling to their feet. 
And then | heard a bizarre ripping sound 
unlike anything I'd heard before. | looked 
back and then stopped abruptly. The 
Knights, seeing me stop, stopped as well 
and turned to look. | hadn't noticed earlier 
what the knights were examining when | 
drew their attention. They had been 
examining a corpse. Judging from the 
tools and clothing on the body, | 
Suspected that the body was the leftover 
Shell of a psychonaut's avatar. 


The corpse had burst open, the belly 
inflating and ripping down the center. As 
the shredded bits of abdominal flesh 
wafted to the floor, a swarm of crystalline 
locusts rose from the cavity. 


"| had to mention glasshoppers," | said 
apologetically to the knights,"Now I've 


gone and given the story some nasty 
ideas." 


The lead knight cocked his head to the 
side and then turned back to face me. 


| raised my eyebrows, "You're still going to 
chase me aren't you?" 


The knight nodded. 
"Well crap." 
| turned and began running again. 


"Halt! In the name of the King!" one of the 
knights behind me yelled. 


"You Said that already!" | yelled back as | 
continued running. 


One advantage | had, | knew the Outer 
Ring reasonably well. As a rookie 
psychonaut, | didn't know many realms in 
the depths well. But psychonauts must 
master the the Outer Ring in order to gain 
access to the major realms. And I'd at 
least done that. | wasn't confident that | 
could survive the pickle | had dropped 
myself into. But | was at least confident 
that | wouldn't die lost. 


And so, | vaulted over fallen stones and 
scrambled through gaps in broken walls, 
leading the knights towards the 
Chessboard Hall. The Outer Ring is laid 
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"We are as gods; it's time we got good at it." Stewart Brand, the Whole Earth Catalog 


"There is a difference between you and me. We both looked into the abyss. But when it looked back at us, you blinked." Batman, Crisis on Two Earths 


out like a cross, contrary to ideas you may 
have formed given the name. The Lotus 
Garden sits in the center. The Threshold 
and the Chessboard Hall sit opposite 
each other. Void House and Stellar House 
are located perpendicular to the 
Threshold and the Chessboard Hall. But 
as | wasn't aiming for them, | proceeded 
forward through the maze that was the 
Lotus Garden. 


It wasn't until | reached the northern 
Compass bridge, which led out of the 
Lotus Garden, that | heard signs of alarm 
from the knights. 


"He's going for the Chessboara!" 
"He's leading us to the Sentinel!" 


| smiled and yelled as | ran, "Yeah, but you 
can't stop with the glasshoppers behind 
us. Now can you?" 


| hurtled through the archway that 
marked the entrance to the Chessboard 
Hall. Despite the name, the front half of 
the Chessboard hall was built from deep 
red stone. Six pillars ran down the room 
in two lines of three. At the end of the 
lines of stone columns stood the Sentinel. 
An enormous golem built from stone and 
Steel. Technically though, legend said that 
the Sentinel wasn't built at all. Apparently, 
it had once been a man. Although the 
legends disagreed on who precisely the 


Sentinel had been. Some said claimed it 
was a previous incarnation of the Locust 
King, cursed for one of his many 
transgressions. Some said it was the 
Kudavbin King, the crown prince of the 
empire who fled and broke the 
succession. Some claim it was the 
Dreamwalker, the incarnation of the 
Storyteller destined for find First Mother 
who would lead the free peoples out of 
the ten thousand years of darkness- but 
who had failed. Whoever or whatever the 
sentinel had been, it wasn't happy now. 


| skidded to a stop and slipped, falling on 
my tail bone and gasping in pain. 
Recovering as the Sentinel rose to full 
height, | scrambled on all fours behind the 
first pillar to my right. It wouldn't protect 
my from the Sentinel. | knew this from 
previous experience. But it might cause 
the Sentinel to attack the knights first. | 
watched as the ran through the archway. 
The Sentinel did indeed focus its attention 
on the knights. And as it barreled through 
the pillars towards the knights, | tried to 
determine how | would extract the crystal 
lens mounted in its helm. 


The Sentinel snatched a knight up and 
threw him into and then through the 
stone wall. Although admittedly what 
passed through the wall looked more like 
a fine red mist as it exited the other side. 
As | flinched in response, the Sentinel 
picked up a fallen pillar and swung it like a 


baseball bat, crushing another knight and 
Smashing through another chunk of the 
wall. Bits of stone floated out into the star 
filled void. | was still at a loss as to how | 
would proceed, when | felt the stone 
beneath my feet beginning to shift. 


"Well, crap." | muttered. 


The Sentinel brought the pillar down ona 
prone knight in the center of the room. 
And the whole floor of the room 
sundered. The knights ran for shelter. 
Pieces of the room flew in all directions, 
and sending me spinning out into the void 
of the Outer Ring. | clung to the stone, 
and tried desperately not to vomit. 


As | found myself regaining my 
composure, | heard a voice directly ahead 
of me. 


"Halt. In the name of the King." 


| opened my eyes to see two knights 
clinging to the same piece of stone as 
myself. 


"Of course." 


The Knights pulled themselves to their 
feet. | cast about for an option, but the 
two knights were on me ina moment, and 
quickly overpowered me and pressed my 
face into the floor. 


"You are guilty of treason and heresy 
against the empire, and in the name of 
the King, you will be purified." 


"Of course," | muttered into the stone. 


| waited for my avatar to shatter, and 
prayed my mind would survive the 
process. | waited for the killing blow. But 
none came. Instead | heard a musical 
hummin and the two knights began to 
scream in terror. Their hands released 
me, and | crawled to the edge of the tiny 
island of stone. Looking back, | saw the 
swarm of glasshoppers massing around 
the knights. | watched as the Knights fell 
to the stone and the glasshoppers began 
devouring the bodies. As they ate ignored 
me, but | knew it was only a matter of 
time before they finished with the knights 
and moved on to me. 


| paused and belatedly realized | had no 
way of getting a lens off the Sentinel now. 
With no other options, | simply marveled 
at the glass bodies of the creatures that 
would devour me as soon as they finished 
their current meal. | found myself being 
grateful that | was at least going to die 
doing something interesting. Before | 
became a psychonaut | had always feared 
| would die of a heart attack eating a 
hurried lunch at a desk job | hated. 


| stared at the eyes of the glasshoppers. 
The Toolmaker had told me to find a lens, 





and then told me where a lens was 
located. The Toolmaker never said | 
needed that particular lens. Only where | 
could find a lens. 


| raised my leg and brought my heel down 
on the thorax of one of the glass hoppers 
as they swarmed over the corpse. The 
creature shattered, shards scattering 
across the platform. The other 
glasshoppers paused and turned towards 
me. | scooped up the glass lens that had 
served as the glasshopper's eye as the 
rest of the swarm began to orient towards 
this new threat | posed. 


Reached out with my mind, seeking a 
conscious connection with the Cayce 
Lens. Finding purchase in the darkness, | 
brought an image of the Threshold and 
the Toolmaker into my mind. The 
glasshoppers launched themselves at me, 
but | was already gone*. 


K*K* 


The Toolmaker looked up at my arrival. | 
noticed a second figure standing beside 
the Toolmaker in a hooded robe. 


“Student.” The hooded figure said, and | 
recognized the Sleeper. 


"Do you have it?" The Toolmaker asked. 


"Maybe." | answered, "It's not from the 


sentinel, but it is a lens." 


| handed the Toolmaker the lens. They 
took it and turned the lens over in their 
palm. 


"It will serve. Wait while | reforge the lens." 


K*K* 


| handed the restored lens to the Sleeper. 


“There it is,” | said, “and I'm happy to be rid 
of it.” 


“And still happy to be rid of me?” The 
Sleeper asked. 


| paused for a moment and considered 
my options. | thought about PNQ 
Insurance and the job | had there. | 
thought about Dustman and about the 
drudgery of my daily life. | thought about 
the prismatic beauty of the glasshoppers, 
something | had noticed even as they had 
devoured the Black and White. | thought 
about the majesty of the void | had seen 
as | drifted out from the Outer Ring ona 
piece of broken chessboard. 


“Do you wish to discontinue our 
arrangement?” The Sleeper asked. 


| shook my head. 


"| don't think | can. | don't think | ever 


* Harbinger doesn't elaborate here. But presumably, he is making use of his attunement to the shattered 
Cayce Lens to teleport himself out of danger. The reader may ask why he didn't use this power earlier. 
And if the editor is honest, this is a valid question. We presume that Harbinger didn't feel confident with 
the lens working reliably. And thus didn't want to use it without cause. But he might simply have forgotten 


that he had it. 
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could," | answered, "and even if | could, | 
wouldn't want to do so. | didn't live before 
| met you. i don't think most of us live 
when we exist in the Shallows." 


The Sleeper nodded, "once upon a time, 
you did. Once upon a time the Shallows 
was a tropical lagoon with a carol reef 
teeming with wonder and opportunity. 
The Shallows now, exists as a bland 
monoculture. The Shallows now is a fish 
farm for the False King. If we win, that may 
change. No human mind can live forever 
in the Depths. Your sanity would not 
Survive permanent habitation here." 


"But until then, | will fight,." | said, " | would 
rather die in the Shadowlands, than exist 
as one of the living dead in the Shallows." 


"| am pleased to hear that. To lose such a 
promising student would disappoint me. 
And more than your potential, you amuse 
me. | enjoy my interactions with you 
Freeman Harbinger." 


| blinked, and was briefly speechless. 


The Sleeper continued, "You should be 
aware that even though the Cayce Lens 
has been decoupled from your avatar, 
you are still attuned to it. And you may 
Still call upon it. And the echoes of your 
previous more thorough connection will 
likely remain on your avatar indefinitely." 


| snorted, "Of course it is. Well at least I'm 
not going to dream myself into the depths 
again." 


"Not by accident, no." 
"What?" 
“Later.” 

The End 


Life is a journey. But the journey is not 
improved by prolonging it. The journey is 
improved when it is more valuable: more 
joyful, more helpful, more impactful. The 

game is meant to be played. It is not meant 
to be prolonged. 


The lie that the Hungry Empire preaches is a 
deception, this idea that death is 
punishment and a monster to be avoided at 
all costs. In convincing us of the evil of death, 
we become more willing submit to the yoke 
of the empire. And so instead of living a 
good life of decent length, we endure a long 
and torturous existence in service to those 
who imagine themselves our betters. 


Freedom is impossible for those who live in 
fear of death. 


-From the Ars Holistica 








Now about the ‘terrible and forbidden 


books” — I am forced to say that most of 


them are purely imaginary. There never was 
any Abdul Alhazred or Necronomicon, for I 
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they don’t amount to much. That is why it’s 
more fun to invent mythical works like the 
, Necronomicon and Book of Eibon. 
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The Waxing Equinox 


The Waxing Solstice is administered by the Twilight Rebels. They are fair folk of the 
Waxing of the year, said to be of the future. They whisper that harvesting the present is 
necessary to keep wheel of time whole. The Twilight Rebels are the The Court that is not. 
Day and night imagine themselves as a dichotomy. The changing of light rebels against 
such clean labels. 


The Grandmasters of the Twilight Rebels 
The Magus: The Purifier 


The Four 

The Caretaker: The Sheltering Wind 

The Messenger: The Guardian of the Gate 
The Mediator: The Mountain Beast 

The Scholar: The Ascetic 

The Fortuneteller: [he Gentle Storm 


All equinoxes and solstices are preceded by fast days and followed by feast days. During 
the fast days, the free peoples eat only soups while the sun is up, and may not drink 
alcohol at all. Offerings of choice foods are offered to the each Grandmaster on their 
fast day. On the feast days, the free peoples indulge in the same meals they offered 
during the fast days, and drink heavily in celebration of the Grandmasters. The Purifer 
favors meat cooked over an open flame. The Sheltering Wind favors dried meats. The 
Guardian of the Gate favors rich stews. The Mountain Beast favors roasted roots and 
tubers. The Ascetic favors greens and vegetables. The Summer Storm favors fried meat 
and vegetables. 


The Fast and Feast Days of the Waxing Equinox 


The Fast of The Purifier 

The Fast of The Sheltering Wind 

The Fast of The Guardian of the Gate 
The Fast of The Mountain Beast 

The Fast of The Ascetic 

The Fast of The Summer Storm 
Rising Equinox 

The Feast of The Purifier 

The Feast of The Sheltering Wind 
The Feast of The Guardian of the Gate 
The Feast of The Mountain Beast 
The Feast of The Ascetic 

The Feast of The Summer Storm 
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“Children learn what they live. 
Put kids in a class and they will 
lve out their lives in an 
invisible cage, isolated fram 
their chance at community; 
Interrupt kids with bells and 
horns all the time and they will 
learn = «that nothing iS 
Important or worth finishing; 
ridicule them and they will 
retreat from human 
association; shame them and 
they will find a hundred ways 
to get even. The habits taught 
In large-scale organizations 
are deadly.” 


— john Taylor Gatto 
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The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


We don't live in the real world. We live in a fantasy world constructed by our mind. 
How can this be? 


Because we can't access the real world. Our senses are ridiculously limited in their 
perceptions. Sight is limited to the so call visible spectrum, unable to see infrared or 
ultraviolet, radio waves or x-rays. We see thirty frames per second, making the very fast 
and the very slow virtually invisible to our senses. Our hearing is likewise limited, and our 
sense of smell fails to notice all kinds of deadly vapors. We can't perceive radiation, 
except when it sickens or kills us. 


In addition, the idea that our sense will function properly is something frequently 
disproven, near-sightedness, far-sightedness, blindness, deafness, colorblindness, 
hallucinations and much more reduce our already limited knowledge of the real world. 


And what of our assumptions? Humans don't come hardwired with the knowledge that 
an adult possesses, and no two adults accumulate the same body of knowledge, the 
Same cultural baggage, the same heuristics and contexts, stories and biases and on and 
on. 


The Universe is a Narrative Universe, the universe of the story- the one in which we live 
every day. The difference between how we will normally live- sleepwalking through the 
Shadowlands- and how psychonauts in the Shadowlands live is dramatic. The 
Psychonaut Sorcerers of the Shadowlands lucid dream through the Worlds of the 
narrative. The Universe can be divided into two broad categories: The Bonelands and 
the Shadowlands. We live in the Shadowlands. We die in the Bonelands. 








The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Bonelands 


"The dream is removed, 
| say to you that you shall always and forever know exactly what you are, 
and just how little that means." 


- Neil Gaiman, Sandman: The Doll's House 


The world without stories, the deadly storyless void, where no human mind can survive. 
The so-called real world, the world of flesh and bone, the world of fact and science- the 
alien world so far beyond the capacity of the human mind that we created the 
Shadowlands again and again to escape it. 


The human mind is a small thing, and fragile. The universe on the other hand is vast. 
Indeed, the universe is vast beyond human imagining. To say that the universe is beyond 
human comprehension is to undersell the scope of things quite spectacularly. The 
human skull runs over trying to hold the seemingly impossible scope of the universe. 
The concept of zero drove men mad. The idea of an infinity universe terrified the wise. 
The Catholic Church was so threatened that it declared heretical idea of earth as a tiny 
speck in a small galaxy in an insignificant corner of a universe so vast that light could 
only trek across it slowly. 


The Shadowlands 
"Is this real? Or has this been happening inside my head?" 


"Of course it is happening inside your head, 
Harry, but why on earth should that mean that it is not real?" 


Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows 


The land of story, of myth and legend, or religion and politics, of fantasy and dreams. 
The land where everything is metaphor and analogy, where everything is symbolic. 
Within the Shadowlands, the world is divided into several Planes (from highest 
positioned to lowest positioned): The Ring, The Foglands, The Mirrored City/The 
Mirrorlands, Arcadia, and the Painted Labyrinth. 
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“It is by will alone 


i set my mind in motion.” 
Piter de Vries, Dune (1984) 
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The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Lesser Realms 





The Ghostlands 
You live in the Shadowlands now, but, you are still asleep. You sleep walk through life, 
and appear like a ghost to active Psychonauts. 


The Ghostlands are the most familiar and most bizarre of the Shadowlands. When you 
Sleepwalk through your daily life, you are not living in the 'real' world. Your body may 
inhabit the Bonelands, but that psychically hostile place is toxic to your fragile human 
mind. And so while your body cannot escape the Bonelands, your mind has already fled 
into a psychic spacesuit- it's own unconsciously built Shadow Realm. And all of these 
realms, these micro kingdoms for 7 billion sleepwalkers, are stitched together into a 
collective whole called the Ghostlands. 


The Ring 

The Ring is the place where everyone begins their quest into the Shadowlands. People 
wander through the Shadowlands in a haze before awakening and beginning their lucid 
dreaming endeavors into the Shadowlands. The Ring appears innocuous to most 
travelers, who remain ignorant of where they truly reside when they step into the ring. 
The Ring is the refuge of a dying universe in the Dark Era. It may be a shadowlands 
future for our universe. It may be the universe preceding our own, the universe from 
which the Man of Void and Lady of Fire sent their message, which guaranteed their 
rebirth in the new universe- through message, through story. 


The chamber at the end of the universe, but is it this universe or the last one? The Ring 
is the permeable shell through which avatars enter the Dreaming Shadowlands and 
through which they must pass to use any gates to move from gate to gate. Think 'Event 
Horizon’ or Nightcrawler's teleport ability. But it's a drug trip. This implies that drug trips 
dip people into the ring unprotected with their minds exposed. 


Hollow Heart 

The Secret Heart of the Shadowlands and the counterpoint to the Ring. The Hollow 
Heart is the bottom or the 'root' of the Shadowlands. A dimension of darkness. This is 
the source code of the Shadowlands and the cheat code of the realms. 





The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms 
The Shadow Seas 


The Shadow Seas are the void in which the realms are bubbles floating in the darkness. 
The top of the Shadowlands are called the Sunlit Shadowlands, and it is here that the 
most easily accessed realms float in the void. Below the Sunlit Shadowlands sits the 
Sunless Shadowlands, and below that the Deep Shadowlands. Here are found the Ring 
and the majority of the Major Realms. Even lower sits the Bottomless and the Abyssal 
Shadowlands. In these regions float the last of the Major Realms and Hollow Heart. The 
Abyssal Shadowlands is officially the deepest region of the Shadow Seas, but no 
Psychonaut has found a lower edge to the Shadow Sea, so this remains in question. 


Stardust 


Many small denizens move through the Sunlit realms, and fight and hunt and feed upon 
each other. The leftovers from the food chain of the Sunlit Shadowlands drift down into 
the Sunless Shadowlands, sparkling and glimmering like stars in the darkness. This 
Stardust serves as food for the denizens in realms below the Sunlit Shadowlands. 
Psychonauts prize the Stardust and refine it into raw vajra. 


The Furnaces 


The Shadowlands equivalent of hydrothermal vents are the Furnaces, vast conceptual 
chimney Realms that serve as a mythology analog to the realms of Hell in many cultural 
Stories. Furnaces are not necessarily evil, but different furnaces are home to different 
beings. 


Fern Forests 
Hydra Ferns cling to most surfaces in the Shadow Seas. The Ferns can grow as large aS a 


Redwood, and sway in the void like massive kelp forests. many denizens hunt and hide 
within the bioluminescent forests that light the darkness of the Shadow Seas. 


The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 








A Schematic Map of the Greater Realms 


The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms Continued 
The Foglands 


The land of ignorance and obscurity. The first place everyone who enters the 
Shadowlands ends up in after they pass through (or bypass) the Ring. The Foglands of 
Leng is the unformed land of the unconscious: Urizen and Eden, depending upon how 
the player enters and what happens. This is how people end up in the Shadowlands if 
untrained. This is always the first mission. This is the equivalent of the Astral Plane or the 
realm of dreams and many dreamers end up here. 


The Ribcage 

In the Northwest stands the ruins of Ribcage Castle and the remains of Babylon City. The 
Ribage is the festering corpse of the Hungry Empire. Here the Last King rules over the 
imperial vestige, and the decadent byzantine court of surviving nobles. 


The Drowned City 

Surrounded by the Circle of Rust stands a vast inland Salt Sea, under which sits the great 
Drowned City. inhabited by slavers and scavengers, Wendigo and wanderers, the Circle 
of Rust is one of the few areas that welcomes outsiders and psychonauts, in much the 
Same way that a spider welcomes a fly. Surrounded by the Circle of Rust stands a vast 
inland Salt Sea, under which sits the great Drowned City. 


The Skylines 

Amidst a stretching rocky desert are carved strange designs in the earth visible the sky: 
the so-called Skylines. The Skylines is also home to the City of Sleep, a bastion of 
learning and technology. The inhabitants of the City of Sleep work ceaselessly to 
construct a means of escaping the dying world of the Foglands into the vastness of deep 
space. 


The Old Wastelands 

The vast marsh and the Altar Stone: a strange monument sacred to the Giants, fill the 
Wastelands of the Southeast. Here the Gregorim roam and the warlords battle for 
control of the few oases of fresh water and arable land, 


The Canyon 

A canyon runs North to South, a vast scar across the horizon. The canyon a bismuth 
appearing fractal design which leads many to suspect the feature is not naturally 
occurring. 









“This was once a land where every sane person 
knew how to build a shelter, grow food, and 
entertain one another. Now we have been 
rendered permanent children. It’s the architects 
of forced schooling who are responsible for that.” 







John Taylor Gatto, 
Dumbing Us Down: The Hidden Curriculum of Compulsory Schooling 
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LOSE YOURSELF IN ANOTHER WORLD 


The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms Continued 
The Mirrored City 


The land of the Locust King and his Hungry Empire, his false utopia that hovers- a castle 
city in the sky. Without secret knowledge of the Free Peoples, wanderers in the 
Shadowlands will be hard pressed to move deeper, beyond the grip of the False King 
and his Hungry Empire. 


The City 

The City of Mirrors is modelled after the city of old London and Prague and Paris. The 
place has a glamour of shining crystal towers and skycastles. Beneath the Glamour is 
smog filled, ash stained, dirty old Londontown from the tales of Charles Dickens. A 
Grimdark Gaslamp Fantasy world. The City of Mirrors is composed of Wards built from 
the corpses of and sacrifices to the Dead Gods after whom they are named. 


The Lef River 

A massive river runs through the heart of the City: The Lef. The city was built around the 
river, despite the presence of two great Water Spirits: Lamlex and Gongin. Attempts to 
destroy or tame the two Spirits have proven fruitless, and so the river remains a 
dangerous line across the landscape. 


The Frontier Lands 

There are two ways that Hungry Empire will take control of an area occupied by tribes, 
whether Freepath or not. The first is outright conquest, followed by displacement or 
genocide of the local population. The second is the long game. 


In the long game. The Hungry Empire takes as much territory as it can get away with 
easily. It then begins to constrict the living space of the local tribes. When the 
Opportunity presents itself, if takes formal control of some areas or functions. 
Sometimes this is through military occupation, sometimes this is through settlers and 
civilian expansion. Often the two occur in tandem. Nothing is ceded back to the tribes, 
although scrutiny by other factions of the Empire may require the conquering power to 
present the appearance of cooperation in peace talks. But in all of this, the conquer 
advances slowly while negotiating in bad faith. This is the long game. The Hungry Empire 
plays the long game with startling frequency. Factions of the Empire play against other 
factions of the Empire as well and on a surprisingly on a regular basis. Against the tribes, 
The Empire either wipes them out, or plays the long game. Any peace agreement 
between The Hungry Empire and a Tribe is simply a Stalling tactic by the Empire. And it 
Should be treated as such by the Tribes. The Frontier Lands are those places that still 
maintain a modicum of freedom from the Empire, but make no mistake, in all of the 
Frontier Lands, the Empire plays the Long Game. 


The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms Continued 





Arcadia 


This is not utopian or idyllic, but many mistake it as such to their pain and surprise. This 
is the land of the Free Peoples, and it is wild and independent, so be wary and be strong. 


The Village 

When Psychonauts arrive in Arcadia in the Greenlands, they will Arrive in the Home 
Village. In addition to the village itself, there are seven outposts: one in each cardinal 
direction, one along the coast line, one in the mountains, and a trading post through 
which they interact with outsiders. 


The Cemetery 

The Great Cemetary appears in every realm, and Arcadia is no different. Here the 
Cemetary is the location of The Shrine. The Shrine itself most resembles the historic site 
of Gobekli Tepe: a great earth sheltered long house with six mighty plinths in a circle 
around the inner perimeter. 


The Sacred Lake 

This is the sea of Galilee. This is Crater Lake. This is Loch Ness. This is the Dead Sea. The 
Lady of the Lake resides here. The Kelpie hunts here. The Kappa demands cucumbers 
from its waters. Vodyanoy and Rusalka watch from the shallows. Here young warriors 
Seek to commune with denizens of water to complete their rites of passage. 


The Great Mountain 

Sacred mountains abound in stories: Mount Olympus, the Black Hills, Uluru, Mount Sinai, 
Mount Ararat and on. The Great Mountain is these sacred sites. Here warriors and 
psychonauts seek to commune with denizens symbolically linked to the sky. 


The Dark Woods 

Many a hero has ventured into the mysterious woods: for initiation, to seek out their 
Shadow, to find the Master Sword, to face the monster Humbaba. This is every dark and 
dangerous forest. This is the wood through which Snow White ran. This is the wood 
where the God of the Forest transforms into the Night Walker. This is where the 
protagonist is tested before the final battle. 


The Endless Plains 

The Great Plains of America, the Steppes of Eurasia; the vast open lands are 
represented here. The Tower manifests here. The newly crowned Locust King builds his 
nascent empire here. Here shamans and psychonauts see to commune with denizens of 
the earth. 
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The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms Continued 





The Mighty Ocean 

The coastline runs north to south, and the Mighty ocean stretches out to the east and 
far beyond the horizon. Islands of adventure dot the ocean and monsters make their 
homes above and below the water. Here the hunters hunt cetacean and pinniped. Here 
the warrior grapples with great beasts. Here ancient beings grant wisdom. 


The Unknown Reaches 

The Wastelands in Arcadia only exist at the margins. The corruption has not spread far 
yet. The Unknown Reaches twist into malevolent forms under the influence of the 
Wastelands. And only the bravest warriors quest this far from home. And many do not 
return, or return forever changed. This is where Lion became the Locust King. This is 
where the Hungry Empire was born. 


The Painted Labyrinth 


The Painted Labyrinth is the place of trials, the deepest part of the Shadowlands, a realm 
of initiation and the keeper of ancient mysteries. All wno seek to become warriors must 
journey here, but have a care- the labyrinth devours the unwary. 


The Shrines of the Three 
The Three Unknowable sit at the heart of The Painted Labyrinth. In the center of this 
dark world of corruption. The shrines of the three provide a rare sheltering light. 


The Meeting Places 

As people find their way to the First Tribe, the ways of the tribe must be taught. Alliance 
must be forged. Here in the meeting places the Tribe spreads the Song of Seven. Here 
the wheel is forged and time is healed. 


Precursor Ruins 

The precursors always came before. Time is circle and we are our own ancestors. Here 
we find the ruins of the errors we made in the past when we fell to the influence of the 
False King. Here we find the ancient remains of the previous Free Tribes when last 
humanity was free. 


The Pillars 
The manifestation of the Great Tower in the Painted Labyrinth. Here the Great Cemetery 
and the Cave of the Cryptkeeper appear for the first time. 


The Bridges 
The bridges over which the First Tribe crosses to enter their new homeland. The bridges 


The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms Continued 





on which they battle. The bridges across which they flee. The bridges are a lifeline and 
an obstacle to be crossed. An opportunity and a temptation. The bridges cannot be 
avoided, they must be crossed. 


Campaign Grounds 

These are the places of battle. The Painted Labyrinth is both the oldest and newest of 
the Greater Realms. The Painted Labyrinth is the birthplace of the First Tribe, and here 
they must carve out their place. Here to must wrest their homeland from a world of 
darkness and corruption, where the wasteland have suffused everything and little light 
remains. The Campaign Grounds are where these battles are fought. 


Recurring Locations 


The Great Road 

A Manifestation of the Witch Road, this transcends the Realms and moves through 
them. When there is a quest, when there is a story, when a hero has a destination; then 
will the Great Road lead there. 


The Tower 

Whether it is the Tower of Retribution in Berserk or Kami's Watch Tower in Dragon Ball, 
The Tower of Babel in Ancient myth or the New Tower of Babel in the film Metropolis, 
The Dark Tower quoted in King Lear or the Dark Tower in the works of Stephen King; no 
matter the form of the story, epic tales grow towers like damp houses grow mold. 


The Wasteland 

More accurately a state of decay rather than a place, the Wasteland is the spreading 
blight that is the result of the Locust King spreading the Hungry Empire across the land 
to consume everything in an attempt to meet the every increasing demands of the 
tribute. 


The Iron Castle 

A version of the Iron Castle repeats through the Realms, although the names and forms 
change. Once the Locust King has been born, the Castle is present, whether in its rotted 
form as Ribcage Castle in the Foglands, or in its full Imperial glory in the City of Glass. 


The Great Cemetary 

There is a version of the Great Cemetery in every Realm. Nothing is ever really gone in 
the Shadowlands, and the Great Cemetary houses older spirits, the memories of those 
who have died in the Bonelands. 


The Shadowlands and the Bonelands 


The Greater Realms Continued 





The Cave of the Cryptkeeper 

There is a Version of the Cave in every Realm. The Elder known of the Cryptkeeper, 
guards the stories of the honored dead, and his residence manifests in all of the realms. 
And the Cave of the Cryptkeeper is always found adjacent to the Great Cemetery. 
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The Sentinel 


The Sentinel is the Guardian of the Gate Room. The Sentinel is a unique Gregorim, an 
enormous golem built from stone and steel, unlike its brethren in the Foglands. Perhaps 
the Sentinel was a special creation made to guard the Gate Room. Perhaps the Sentinel 
is the last of a previously numerous type of Gregorim. Nobody who knows is talking and 
nobody who is talking seems to know. Legend said that the Sentinel wasn't built at all, 
but had once been a man. The legends disagree on who the Sentinel had been: before 
becoming the Sentinel: a previous incarnation of the Locust King, Kudavbin King, and the 
Dreamwalker are all popular candidates. 


The Sentinel is, like all Gregorim, invulnerable to all apparent physical damage. The 
Sentinel is, like all Gregorim, unstoppable and unresponsive to damage. The Sentinel has 
the juggernaut like quality of being unstoppable once it begins a charging attack. Those 
caught in its path face its wrath. 


The two most obvious ways of dealing with the sentinel are stealth and guile. Avatars 
may succeed in sneaking or dodging past the Sentinel. More dramatically, avatars may 
damage the red trough which stops the Sentinel's charging attacks and prevents it from 
escaping the Gate Room. Damaging the red trough means that when the Sentinel 
begins a charge towards an area of the trough that has been removed the Sentinel will 
be unable to stop. The Sentinel will, if it passes through the damaged trough, smash 
through the wall and float harmlessly away in to the emptiness beyond. 


The Sentinel will always be found in a restored Gate Room upon return, no mater what 
its fate in a previous incursion. 


EMBRACE PARADOX 
SEEK 10 POLARIZE PEOPLE 
USE THE CONTKADICHIONS 





A tale based very loosely upon a true story... 
very very very very very very very loosely. 





The Miran @ f mn \\s 
cq nit 


In which our hero finds himself hunted through 
the Mirrored city by the legendary monster 
known as the Bakumera. And in which we 
discuss Weaver’s Day, Mendasa, The Magick of 
Stories, and the denizen known as the Bakumera. 











$2 
Paz, 


THE BASIC TECHNIQUE OF ALL MV BOOKS, ONTOLOGY IS THE 
STUDY OF BEING: THE GUERRILLA APPROACH IS T0 SO IMIX THE 
ELEMENTS OF EACH BOOK THAT THE READER MUST DECIDE ON 
EACH PAGE ‘HOW MUCH OF THIS IS REAL AND HOW MUCH IS A 
PUT-ON?’ 





Robert Anton Wilson, The Illuminati Papers (1980), p. 2 
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